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up. I called for a hospital orderly and suggested that
this should be done : he said " Tarin" But "yarin "
never came for the poor officer : I did not like to interfere
with him myself: he lay silent, suffocating. In the morn-
ing a screen was put round his bed.

How the sick survived in Haidar Pasha hospital was a
mystery, because no one attended to their wants unless
they were strong enough to scream. Screaming, however,
was a habit to which the patients were not averse : brave
men howled while their wounds were being dressed, and
I came later to understand why : the mutton-fisted dressers
expected it. To bear pain in silence is only a convention.

To add to my happiness, who should appear in the
place of the dead Armenian but Peter, the friend at
Afionkarahissar with whom I had long hoped to escape.
Now I knew that my luck had turned.

Our day began with rice and broth at six in the morn-
ing. At nine the visiting doctor made his rounds, and the
patients who needed medicines clamoured for them. At
mid-day there was more rice and broth, with occasional
lumps of meat. The afternoon was devoted to walking in
the garden and the evenings to talk. After two years
of Afionkarahissar every moment of this routine was
exciting and delightful.

There was a great friendliness in that hospital, and a
large measure of liberty within its boundaries. When one
walks about in a nightshirt, one begins to realise the truth
that all men are equal. We did what we liked, smoked
continually, ate what we could induce the attendants to
buy for us. We were all jettison of the war, broken with
fighting, rotten with disease, or merely shamming sick:
no one bothered about us as long as we did not bother
the doctors : we forgathered in the corridors, gossiping